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TO THE READER. 



In giving pubHcity to the foUowing Poem, some 
fewremaits may be required. Those who love, 
may not ask them ; to those who never love, I 
would say — if they can imagine such a passion 
— ^for love it was written. I am silent to one 
who can thus speak with the bard : — 



** Are not the mountains, waves, and skies, a part 
Of me, and of my soul, as I of them ? 
Is not the love of those deep in my heart, 
With a pure passion ? ** 
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Of light upon the azure sea. 
The robe of her who claims the East, 

So fairly shines the water-lily. 
Silent that stream flowed on — all deep- 
No ripple rose, yet on it sped 
Slowly and dark, as though asleep. 

And bore along an age's dead. 

Till lost in shadows where it fled; 

As slow it track'd its course along. 

No murmur broke, no fairy song, 
Such as will burst from fountains bright, 

When flinging diamonds in the air, 
They gem the moss with stars of light. 

That heaven kisses them so fair ; 
While oft as resting from their play, 

A gentle melody is heard ; 
It lingers — ^then it dies away. 

Like the wild music of a bird. 
We'd fancy by the fountain's side. 

At midnight's still soul-witching hour. 
Thither the woodland fairies glide 

In phantom dance, beneath the shower 
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There dash the spray. 
Yet hie away 

Soon as they view the star of day. 
Away I Away ! 
Silent that wood, no sounds like these 

Broke stealthy on the listening ear; 
No zephyrs play'd amidst the trees ; 

The river gave no music clear. 
Zephyr's soft children, who shall live 
Beyond their mother Time, and give 
When dark, and cold, and dead she be. 
The first kiss to Eternity. 
Lonely I wandered, wrapt in thought. 

Musing how oft some lone one's tears 
Had here been shed, in passion caught. 

Now hung with grief her fairest years. 
How oft the bard had hither flown. 
And dreamt those dreams, but dreamt alone ; 
In that sweet silence moulded words 
To mingle with his harp's sweet chords 
Those words — ^which breathe the mourner's sigh; 

Those words— which speak the soul of grief. 



14 



Or Love with all its melody ; 

Or Hope with all its fond relief. 
Those words — ^which lie around the heart, 

Where care and sorrow doom their worst ; 
'Twere happier far with life to part, 

Than, as the idiot, to be curs'd : 
Yet midst the desolation there. 
Those words have formed the dying prayer. 
Thus wand'ring on my path ; and thought. 
With ev'ry wind of Fancy fraught 
On pleasure's height, or sorrow's glen. 
Now strewn with flowers, and now with fen. 
Where willows wept and downward hung. 
To the curs'd breast from whence they sprung. 
Where witch-elms shade, and pine, and fir. 
Made my weak heart for sorrow stir. 
At length bewilder'd, soft I sank. 
Upon a perfiim'd pnmrose bank; 
My velvet couch by nature made. 
Beneath a willow's mantling shade. 
Hard by that stream still flowed along, 

Now raunn'ring, as it distant fled ; 
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Tired, I slept ; when soft a song. 
Was heard beside its liquid bed — 

Softly it came, now stealing by 

In murmurs faint, and now 'tNvould die. 

Then rise iEolian<^like, and flee 

With all the bliss of melody. 

Then melting into te^d'rest flow, 

*' Ah ! music hath the sweetest woe ;*' 

Bitter it sank, then trembling burst ; 

Scarce heard, yet fond as love when first 

It wakes the heart with gentle glow. 

Unconscious, loving, then as though 

If all the passions' ardent fire 

Broke on that heart — 'twould then expire. 

I tum'd ; when o'er my head there hung 

A harp, around the ivy clung 

The frame, untouched each wire as though 

It feared to stay the gentle flow 

Of music hanging on the air. 
The zephyrs list'ning dumb as death, 

And thou might'st fancy it was there 
Angels were learning from its breath ; 
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So sweet the song. When lo ! I heard 
Each wave a dreary requiem murmur'd ; 
The waters rose, each wave's dark breast 
Now bore the wild foam's snowy crest; 
While o'er the banks the billows broke. 
The tempest rose and shook the oak ; 
Then soft a sound of rustling wings, 

Game nearing, and the umbrage high 
Sever'd, while heav'nly music rings. 

Bearing from out the liquid sky 
A spirit, from the flood of light. 

More light her form, as treading o'er 
The molten beams of glory bright. 

And purple rays. She sank before 
That tree. Her eyes that sunny hue. 
From whence you'd dream the tear-drop flew. 
Oft as the dew-drops wept by Night, 
Lips — ^where the honey-bee might dwell. 
Yet form not there a sweeter cell. 
Where poesy alone might dwell. 
And all its truth and beauty tell. 
Her form. Oh ! earth hath none so fair; 
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She was a spirit of empyreal air; 
With snowy arm the harp she caught^ 

She was its spirit — as she hore 
It off each chord with feeling fraught 

Murmured, " Mother !" and the roar 
Of waters sunk to sweet repose. 

At sounding of that gentle name. 
Then on her silv'ry wings she rose, 

And Fancy girt me with the same. 
We rose upon the gentle breeze ; 

And as we trod the glorious sky, 
I look'd upon the fields, the trees, 

The lakes, and hills, that mingled lie 
Beneath; one field of glowing dun. 
Caught from the last beam of the sun. 
That pale dissolving parting beam. 
Which calls the soul to passion's dream. 
At length we hover'd o'er a hill,* 

Upon its verdant sides arose 
Umbrage all dark yet glitt'ring still, 

* Harrow. 
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Where the last beams of day repose. 
Then as some woodland bird to rest. 
Closing its pinions to its breast. 
She sank ^vith all its sweeping, glide. 
And stood a lofty tomb beside. 
Many a tree with foliage dark. 

Many a stone amidst the sod. 
Many a moss-sprent tomb we mark, 

Around that hallowed house of God. 
One near, most hid beneath the shade 

Of a lone willow, on the brow 
Of that fair hill : — 'twas here there laid 

A boy ; he watch'd the sun set now. 
Lonely he laid, belike to one 
Shut from the world ; and on the sun 
He gazed — ^in gold he sank to die. 

(Musing on ev'ry fading cloud 
Which hung around) — there panting lie 

The monarch in his crimson shroud ; 
Then fell the purple mantle o'er his glory. 
Leaving dull night in tears to tell the story. 
Then crept the nymph with silent tread. 
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Gazing — admiring as she came, 
(Around her iris haloes shed 

Upon the boy ;) a quiv'ring flame 
Ran through his breast ; the harp he saw. 

And that fair seraph's glowing hand 
Who bore it, while the zephyrs far 

Came, wooed, and soft the wild chords fiEmn*d. 
She proffer'd then the toy; he press'd 
That harp so close his youthful breast ; 
Yet 'ere 'twas hid within his vest, 
Venus came down and tun'd each wire ; 
Lent to each chord her genial Are ; 
Blending o'er all her loving charms. 
Its fires mingled with its calms. 
Enamour'd then each wire she touch'd. 

And hung with fondness to the swell. 
Which burst — ^yet still to love had rushed 

With all affection's wonted spell 

So true to love, but love 'twould tell. 
Then hail'd the boy the fairy thing. 

Yet 'ere he caught it, Sorrow run 

Her fingers o'er each chord but one. 
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And there love still was lingering ; 
(Yes, there love lingered — ^lingers still. 
With all its soul-enticing thrill. 
There it shall linger till the last.) 

The boy was couch'd, and wond'ring, near 
Venus, she saw the baneful blast. 

And wept upon it — ^passion's tear. 
Oh ! 'twas a blissful sight to see 

That wanton queen of loveliness 
And joy ; yet now so piteously 
In tears ! 'twas heaven in distress 
To watch the tear still trembling hid 
Beneath the lash and snowy lid ; 
To watch them as they purely sprung. 
Yet ^th the lash as wanton hung 
As ever Cupid wantoned there. 
And laid the glance of beauty bare. 
(Tip-toed as on her cheek they stand. 
To raise it by their fairy band ; 
E'en though prude modesty forbid, 
They smile at her and raise the lid, 
The glance of love no longer hid ;) 
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First fell the tears her cheek upon. 
Paly and feint — the rose is gone ; 
Soft Pity wept — Love's sister — by, 

And trembling with a sister's kiss, 
Watch'd the bright tears of Venus hie 
Adown her cheek, and thus would dry 

Those tears with seals of purest bliss. 
Far on those steps of purple now 
Eve's star arose to pay his vow 
To Luna ; still across the west 

He gaz'd, as youth to glory turns. 

Oft while his heart with passion yearns, 
Pity and Love then fond carest ; 
While all the muses fondly wreath'd 
Around the boy, and softly breath'd 
To him sweet words ; then on the wing 

They rose; he watch'd and watch'd them high, 
'Till the last gleam of day would cling 

Their wings upon, and lit the sky ; 

'Till lost in that infinity. 
While adoration filled his heart 

The harp he struck, and music fair 
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From each responding chord would start 
And hung upon the silent air— 
Then h3rmn'd he lonely Nature's Pratee.* 



O Love I what is it if 'tis doom'd to die f 
Why should it rule a mortal's destiny i 

M * ♦ y 



Swift chang'd the scene ; I saw him stand 
(Near manhood now) upon the strand. 

His brow uncover' d, on the gale 
His bright locks curling, softly fann'd 

From off that brow — ^all deathly pale. 
His eyes are simk, although but few 

Wintry days hath o'er them fled; 
Deeply they're set, yet bright their hue 

As ever lightning glances shed. 



"** -"** his first Poem, is considered the first pro- 
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His lips upcurrd, scarce proud, yet they 

Seem to bespeak a sullen mood ; 
'Hap once to sinful thoughts a prey, 

A heart where injuries might brood, 

Nurs'd in its dreamy solitude. 
.The cheek is ashy — ^lost that glow 

All ruddy like the morning beam, 
The hectic tint Would come and go. 

Reflections from the passing dream. 
The sun looks out from heaven — bright ! 
Why is that brow o'erhung with night } 
The sky is fair — unclouded—blue ! 
Why then so sad those eyes, soft hue ? 
And red with smiles the sea-shells — ^Ups 1 
Why may no smiles the scorn eclipse 
His own upon ? No tear hath wet 
That paly cheek of sorrow yet ; 
No friend is near to bid " Adieu," 

For home he hath no parting sigh ; 
No friend ! (dread words !) he never knew 

Another's love — a homely tie — 
Save thine. A ***** a, thou wert near 
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His own^ his fond, his " Sister dear;' 
Thy parting glance, where'er he*d roam 
Could light his loving spirit home. 
♦'Tis o'er !— 'tis o'er I— the sails are fill'd. 

And now he rides the em^rakl main. 
And those affections, budded, chiU'd, 

Visit th^ lonely tomb again ; 

There lie conceal'd to nustle pain. 
The breakers rise, the wild sea-mew 
Hath shriekM, and o'er him swiftly flew. 
While fading softly on his view, 
Fair Albion's islet drinks the waves. 
And Uien her snowy bosom laves. 
Night comes — awhile the wearied sleep — 

More weary he; within his heart 
There would that pang fidl often creep 

And linger — now from man apart 
He sits, and in the fading light. 
Bids to his native land — " Good Night.'* 



* Many of the following lines bear almost a necessary rcser 
blancc tu those relating to CUilde Harold's departure from I 
"native land.'* 
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'Twas in a distant clime, the bard 

Awoke his harp and song ; the theme 
A pilgrimage— (that life were hard 

Unknown to childhood's fairy dream.) 
Love was the passion of his life. 
Scarce in the morning of the strife 
Just op'ning — as it faintly burst. 
To beauty's paradise 'twas curst. 
Harold — a phantom of that mind. 

Where all that passion he'd unroll ; 
An exile, shut from human kind. 

Shadowing forth that restless soul 
Array'd in colors — ^fearful — deep. 
Wrapt in a mystery, where Grief might sleep. 
Hiding each virtue with a garb of sin. 

Time scarce hath rent the gloomy veil ; 
It shall — a light is stealing slowly in. 

And man in tears shall read the tale. 
Like him the '' Childe " had fled from home—* 

A home, unhallow'd in his breast ; 
Far from the wanton's eye he'd roam. 

The Ups too oft in rapture press'd. 
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*' Lord of himself^ that heritage 

Of woe;" thu0 stain'd life's op'ning page. 

Oft broke the theme with sweetest songs of love ; 

E'en while hit heart mused o'er one grief. 
Those harp strings still the fairy language wove^ 

Sorrowing as they gave relief* 
There was a spirit wheresoe'er he went. 
Unseen, unheard, and yet in all things blent. 
He lov'd the sea 1 'twas like his breast. 
Scorning dull slavery and rest : 
Yet when in calm he'd often dwell. 
Each rising breast upon, and tell 
(In song) that storms were 'neath the waves. 
Though still ; yet rife to burst their graves 
With wrath, and when the rising surge. 
Swept o'er the deep with mournful dirge, 
Enraptur'd then he'd list the sound, 
Echo'd, and echoing around. 
From caverns^ rocks, and hills, whose roar 
Seem'd like to curses from the shore 
Of Charon ; while the waters rose, 
(A giant like in deathly throes,) 
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Mock'd at the thunder's deaf 'ning blast. 
Caught every peal — ^the lightnings glass'd. 
Chilling as death-notes to the hear^ 
And fierce the wild'ring lightnings dart, 
Lone would he sit, and feel a part — 
A part of that dread scene of fears, 
Mingl'ing the while his smiles with tears. 
His was a soul to nature strung, 
And each wild chord responding, flung 
Back ''the small voice" with sympathy; 
And thus to him the boundless sky. 
The sea, the mountain, ever gave 
A home to rest his heart — a grave 
From whence 'twas purified, and rose 
Back to the fount whence nature flows ; 
It tells a light is still above. 
To guide the heart to truth and love. 
He touch'd at length the wish'd-for shore. 

The Isles of Greece, renown'd of old; 
I saw them — ^but their sun 's no more. 

And Mem'ry sits beside them cold. 
Ye slumb'ring people ! might the blood 



28 



Steaming its incense still on high 

From the pure fount of Liberty 
Descend, and with o'erwhelming floods 

Wash o'er that stain of Destiny. 
Here then he sung " Oh ! grant but three 
Of those who fell to raise Thermopoli." 
The tyrant's yoke was on ye then; 

Thou hast awaken'd, but too deep. 
Too long hast slumber'd — servile men ! 

Thou hast awaken'd, but still sleep ; 
When shall the sun of old shine o'er thee ? 
'Hap when the cold, cold turf lies o'er me. 
In Athens now beside a girl 

He sits ; their eyes have met in love ; 
I watch, ah ! there the orient pearl 

Adown her cheek will softly rove ; 

How closely Love and Sorrow's wove. 
And thou didst love the bard, dear girl. 
And held him sacred, as the pearl 
Is held within the clasping shell ; 
Yes, thou didat love Ittttu kfv'd him well. 
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And though the farewell kiss still bums, 

And though the heart responsive yearns. 
He leaves thee ; yet with thee his heart. 
'Tis o'er ; — again the frosted spray. 
Around his wild barque dances gay ; 
Towards home he flies, with sadd'ning haste. 

For Greece is fading on his view. 
Many a hallow'd shrine is past ; 

Yet as the vessel onward flew, 
Hope hung above, with shining wing ; 
Yet midst those pinions glittering. 
There hung a dark and moiunful veil, 
While death-sighs hove upon the gale. 
His home he reached ; when on my view 
Of that fair scene, of deepest hue, 
A veil hung o'er, belike to night ; 
Shrouding the scene — yet oft a light 
Darted across, wild — ^flick'ring — ^bright — 
Then fled; and heard was Fame's loud blast. 
Unseen was she, yet murm'ring past ; 
For there were sad revilings heard, 

Rising and falling oft'times loud. 
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The blast of Fame ; and now murmur'd 
Voices^ as from a mighty crowd. 

But rose amidst them all« the swell — 
The tender notes of some fair thing ; 

Whose music piteously would tell 
Of Love alone, then sorrowing ; 

It breathed aloud one sad — "Farewell." 

Oh ! who can tell ; a few short years. 
Now red with joy, now pale with tears ; 
Oh ! who shall learn life's fatal cup. 
But he who drains the fountain up ? 
'Tis beaded fair, and overflows 
With joy; its dregs of ceaseless woes 
A few short words its sorrows told-— 
Years in each word, of memories cold. 
The darkness o'er awak'ning day. 
Shed o'er the hills its golden spray, 
Adown the Rhine he rode away; 
Where mountains lift their heads to pray, 

And praise at heaven's gate; 
Far from the world's unfeeling crowds, 
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Above the glowing suolit clouds ; 

Till evetide he'll await ; 
Or midst the darkling stormy shrouds/ 
Awhile the thunders awful sound. 

Awhile the torrent flings its foam ; 
Wars with the livid flash aroimd. 

Thither in soUtude he'U roam ; 
To lift aloud his prayer on high. 
And muse upon infinity. 
Striving to loose the earthly tie. 

The Alps are past ; — sweet Italy 
Smiled on from out her fairy sky ; 
Soft glides the barque o'er Iceman lake. 
While his enraptur'd soul awake 
To each endearing sound and scene; 

And still he hears the song of love ; 
Where he, the bard of love had been ; 

Where soft Catullus oft would rove. 
And from the passing beauties glean 
Affection's truth, as nature breathes. 
And in her thousand fancies wreathes. 
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Italy ! land of suns and smiles ; 
Italy ! land of wanton wiles ; 
Suns which bathe with gold her waters ; 
Smiles from her enchanting daughters ; 
Skies that warm at evetide blush ; 
Reminding of the beauteous dyes. 
Which haunts the cheek, the first disguise, 
Of waking brides, that warm sweet flush, 

When from the glowing couch they rise, 
The pillow warm with love's impress, 
Where she had lent her own to bless. 
Now drooping down the rosy cheek. 
Seems with the glowing breast to speak. 
As ev'ry sigh hath sweeter tale. 
To haunt her beauty's hidden vale. 
Oh I happy mom ! — ^but if thou wilt. 
Like the deep blush which tells of guilt 
And heralds in a night of sorrow — 
A night without the hopeful morrow — 
She hopes. Alas ! time hurries on. 
And ne'er despairs till life be gone. 
Blot out, O heaven ! if thou wilt. 
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For tears, the child of passion's guilt. 
Oh ! who has known thy history 
Shall cease to love thee, Italy. 
Why art thou like her, tell to me ? 
*Tis written as upon her brow, 

So on thy crumbling walls ; 
*Twa8 Power gave the false one's vow. 

How deep its vengeance falls. 
Thy morn how fair — ^how dark thy night — 

Like to the breast from whence thou rose. 
Changing, a moment fair and bright. 

The next in tempest's darkest throes. 
On sped his barque, and 'neath the walls 
Of Venice, now his oarlet falls ; 
The sky had faded, 'hap too soon. 
To twilight shadows, and the moon 
Flung siVry light o'er domes and towers. 
Like dew-drops hung on marble flowers. 
Like the pale, pale tear of Mercy, 

Shed first by heaven on our earth ; 
(Such as the sons of heaven see,) 
That tear shall meet eternity. 
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And bear it to its glotious biith. 
Hark ! ber madd'ning wanton revel! 
Hark I the merry Carnival ! 
He join'd the thoughtless, mirthful train. 
And laughs and plays till morning wane; 
Each smile, alas ! the child of pdin. 
Is here his harp unstrung ? Ah, no ! 
Words, like to childhood's love, will flow 
To Love again, although each wire-^ 

Were damp with sorrow's deepeit tears ; 
Love still would dry them with his ifire. 

And midst each chord ibe 6park aippedlrs. 
A blue-eyed girl was ^e ; few seen 

So fair beneat)i that wanton lBky; 
She was the star that stc^e betwe^ 

Them all — ^to rule his destuiy^ 
Her fairy locks of palest dun. 
Yet with the halo of the sun^- 
To furl them from her rose-like checic. 

Oft midst them stole his snowy band 

In dalliance loosing beauty's band. 
Her eyes the poet's land bespedc. 
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How bright they beani'd, aa though the tears 

Which iSrst came stealing o'er their night, 
Enamour'd — stayM ; gave up those spheres 

Above, to make her heaven's light. 
If came another tear-drop theve^ 

The lucid glory of those eyes 
Wafted it upward, ever fair. 

It lights the throne where Beauty lies. 
Did she but smile, the earth again 
Laughed out; and did she weep— oh! then 
Eadi flow'ret held its dewy>tear, 
Tet prov'd her own the purest sphere. 
Her lips, like roses crush'd, with dew 
Stealing from out^eir tender hue. 
He loved her«-lov'd her aa his life ; 

(Sweet is the chain young Love will weave. 
But thorns are oft with buds at strife ; 

And many a stain of war will leave.) 
And he had wept ; yes, bitterly ; 

One song had loos'd his harp's sweet chords : 
*' Farewell I Farewell 1" sweet melody! 

Of angels' sighs— of angels' words. 
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But now 'twas o'er ; and if there liv'd 

A mem'ry— it was deep within; 
But in the deepest cell 'twas griev'd. 

And there remov'd by tears from sin. 
Love's but the liberty of soul. 
And when their hearts upon it stole, 
'Twas stainless — it was love ; and love 
Mocks but the bliss enthron'd above. 
A beam from sorrow's tearful sky^ 
Still falsely guides our destiny. 
Or then might dwell in purity 
Our souls, and feel the cheerful ray 
Of heaven — and thence be borne away. 
Nature was taught by man to sorrow 

'Ere he had sinn'd ; the bird of night 
Ne'er moum'd in shade, or wept the morrow ; 

And flow'rets rose all tearless bright. 
The fountain straight to heaven arose. 
And fell to sleep in sweet repose ; 
But when the blast of anger fell. 
Far dash'd the spray, and wept the bell ; 
And moum'd the dove ; and heaven shed 
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Her tears ; and beauty lingering — fled. 
Thus thinking man in sympathy^ 
Flies where the tear of grief will lie : 
He seeks the floweret spent with dew; 
He seeks the eye of tearful hue; 
He seeks the fountain for its tear. 
And holds the grief of midnight dear. 
Then Nature teaches him to weep ; 
Deep to his soul her eloquence will creep; 
Soon into loye the language turns, 
And man the soul of nature urns. 

Soon chang'd the scene; no more he stood 
Beside Ravenna's '* pine-girt wood '* 
With her " whose heart was all his own ; 
His heart within her bosom flown." 
'Tis Greece ! that land so like his heart 

Once proud — so now — ah ! saddest change I 
From once soft pleasure's brightest mart 

How fallen; — ^but the many range 
Around him. Hark ! the battle cry 
Sounds from thy port, Missolonghi ; — 
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" Greece haih awoke for libevtf T' 
The bard stands there, and with them erie^^ 
He who'd their land innnortaliite. 
Would wreath around the pSktiiot's sword. 
The laurels lent his vni6. hn^s chofd ; 
High swells his sold, and glory gIow9 
Within, yet sad the strain which flowiB 
From out that breast, and still to hoifiey 
Prophetic oft his song would roam : 
To Home ! ah, why in such an hour. 
Should we again behold that bower } 
Where lies conceal'd each virgin thought. 
Each hope, each love, by nature wrought ; 
To one sweet idol for the heart. 
To seek, 'ere from them all w'e part ; 
Not all, methinks-^that spotless dream 
Seeks out a home, in heaven's own beam. 
He was unloVd ; from life's first breath 
His song was love, and how his death 
He sought, on freedom's purest field ; 
He'd bare the sword, and raise the shield. 
If stains there were, the patriot's blood 
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Should blot them ^\\ i^ sfiqced flood. . 

O stream, most fair ! though heaven would shua 

The deed of blood; yet "v^hen 'tis shed 
For liberty, her p^^doa'a won. 

And crowns of glory wait his head.* 
He lov'd, and hop'd, yet blasted still 
As from the first : the warrior^s thrill 
Bum'd in his veins — ^yej then — ah, woe ! 
He felt within that faM throe ; 
While song was swelling from his breast. 
He laid him down as though to rest ; 
He laid him down and clos'd his eyes; 
Oft as the tender lid would risej 
The burning tear beseepi'd to tell. 
The pang which burst the pint's pell. 
Still in that dark and fe^ful hour. 

One thought was wandering alone 
And cheer'd him, like some stranger flower. 

Blighted by worm, and scarcely blown; 



* " On the field of warfare, blood like this, 
For liberty shed, «o holy is, 
It would not stun the purest rill, 
That sparkles among the bowers of bliss ! ' ' 

T. MOORK. 
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Exiled, and then brought back again. 
So smil'd he then amidst his pain. 
" My wife, my Ada," now he'd cry. 
Then wake, and weep most bitterly ; 
'Till catching every homely beam — 

Sweet scenes and sounds in distance heard — 
He slept ; and in that filmy dream, 

Mercy I'd hope, " Forgiveness" murmur'd; 
Forgiving all, himself forgiven. 
His spirit rose — and entered heaven. 



Beside the death-bed, still at rest. 

As once upon the willow tree, 
Hung the fair harp ; how cold the breast 

Which gave its chords such melody. 
I gaz'd ; when lo ! beside it stood 

That Spirit, weeping heavenly tears 
O'er each frail wire, the glowing flood 

RoU'd swift, like time in brighter years. 
One glance she stole on him ; like stone 
He lay ; the cheek's soft color flown. 
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And whiter still the beauteous brow — 
Back from it fell the greyish hair 
(Ah ! chang'd too soon ; it should be fair;) 

Shading the ciieek, where seem'd to grow. 
The tear-drop solitary there. 

It was a solitary gem. 

And from a wounded spirit came ; 

Coldly it laid upon his cheek. 

And seem'd a history to speak. 

And soon that sunken eye became 

Inspired : and pride there lingered 9till — 

The lip — ^as though it would reclaim 

Back life ; and scom'd the conqu'ror's wHL. 

It was a lonely chamber, drear 

Stole in the hght upon his bier; 

The spirit weeping lonely there. 

*Twas o'er ; I gazM — one look — ^the last ! 

The harp she clasp'd, and all was past : 

For piercing onward through the sky. 

O'er land and sea, I could descry 

Beneath, the old and haunted wood. 

And dreary windings of the flood ; 
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The leaves were, budduig, sad the dew 

Of eve, like tears, hong &% each leaf. 
As though m sympathy they knew. 

Men's hearts were hung m Repeat grief. 
Onward the harp's sweet angel fled. 

Strewing her pathway o'er with tears; 
Dark grew the scen«, its shadows fed 

My heart with grief, as (Hice with fears. 
She kiss'd the harp; then softly now, 
Neared to the willow^a pendant hough. 
The harp to hang agsan thereon. 
From her the gem would I have torn; 
Yet as I caught it, thund'ring burst 
The chords, as though my hand had curst 
Their sweetness : — ^as the spirit broke 
Upward ; amazed-r-I trembling woke ; 
I had but slept, and morning's beam. 
Brought to my soul a more ennobling dream^ 
A dream, that earthly vapour clears. 
And opes a land imknown to tears : 
A land, we'd bope, where he's forgiven. 
Whose tears reveal'd the grief of heaven. 
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FRAGMENTS. 



FANCY. 

I WOULD I were a woman's smile; 

Her smile, when dreams of love 
Come o'er her soul with bUssfiil wile ; 

Her smile which beams of love. 

How bright it travels through the eye. 
With ev'ry witching glance ; 

And now in dimples fair, 'twill lie 
Lock'd in affection's trance. 

Now o'er her honey'd lip it swells, 
And seems to kiss to tears ; 

Again it sinks, and ever dwells 
Within her dreamy spheres. 
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The tear-drop leaves them brighter far. 
Though on the lash 'twill often wile ; 

In haste it beams soft pity's star ; 
I'd rather be fond woman's smile. 

I LOVED. 
I WEEP not. Oh ! she was too fair ; 

I lov'd her 'hap too well ; 
I saw them coldly, coldly bear 

Her form to yonder dell : 
I lov'd her — yet I never wept. 

I knew that she would die ; one eve 

A rose I hung upon 
Her brow ; it fainted — seemed to grieve ; 

The kindred rose was gone. 
I knew that she would die — yet lov'd. 

I knew that she would die ; her lute 

Woke sweeter melody 
When last she sang so low. Why mute 

Thy song, my heart's Mary ? 
She sings no more — yet, yet I love. 
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Into the twilight calm she came 
When last she look'd on earth; 

Her soul had lit the heaVnly flame. 
And felt its blissful birth ; 

She look'd an angel like — and died. 

I LOVED. 



GOOD NIGHT. 

Good night ! good night ! o'er hill and dale, 
Methinks these gentle breathings sail ; 
Few suns e'er sunk without the light. 
Of glory bidding earth — Good night ! 

Good night ! good night ! the wanton sea 
Scorning the earth's dull slavery. 
Turns with its kissing spray, so bright. 
And bids the rocky shores — Good night ! 

Good night ! good night ! the wintry blast 
Never to earth the leaflet cast. 
Without the gold or ruby blight 
Bidding its parent branch — Good night ! 
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Good night ! good night ! no sabre sinks 
Into its scabbard, 'ere it blinks 
-With glory won for freedom's right. 
And bids the field of war — Good night ! 

Good night ! good night ! no goblet lies 
Emptied when sons of pleasure rise 
To leave ; the pale lamps waning light 
Lists to the last drop's sad — Good night ! 

Good night ! good night ! o'er land and sea. 
The same fond words like melody 
Steal to the heart, with sweet delight; 
All nature whispers one — Good night. 



TO MY LYRE. 

Float on, my lyre ! o'er life's wild stream. 

Many a wave 

Thy song shall brave. 
Still onward gleam ! still onward gleam ! 

My gentle lyre. 



47 ■ 

Float on^lBy lyre ! yet softly roam 

Whwe stayeth death 

The mourner's breath; 
•In pity make thy home — ^thy home. 

My mournful lyre* 

Float on, my lyre ! the battle field 

For liberty. 

Still asks of thee 
The Patriot light to gild his shield. 

Sweet freedom's lyre. 

Float on, my lyre I where dancing wine 

Mingles its rays 

To beauty's blaze ; 
There rest in light till morning shine. 

My loving Ijrre. 

Float on, my lyre ! the Papbian grove. 

Asks in its shade 

For sylvan maid. 
The echo song of love — of love. 

My fondest lyre. 
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